BEGINNING   A   NOVEL

of abandoning the novel for ever.   And yet I
leave the notebook lying about.

I have been fighting for years against the instinft
to write this particular novel. About thirty years
ago I was taken to the Savoy Hotel for tea, came
out, went home, and wrote " The Grand Babylon
Hotel" in three weeks of evening-work. " The
Grand Babylon Hotel" was a mere lark. The
big hotel de luxe is a very serious organisation;
it is in my opinion a unique subjedl for a serious
novel; it is Stuffed with human nature of extremely
various kinds. The subject is characteristic of the
age; it is as modern as the morning's tnU>.; it is
tremendous, and worthy of tremendous handling,
I dare say it's beyond me. But nobody else has
caught hold of it, and if I am not audacious I'm
nothing. To-day I wrote three pages, 897 left
to do ! The thought is terrifying. Any serious
novelist will agree with me as to the terrifyingness.

And when I have finished it and correfted the
manuscript and corrected the typescript and cor-
rected the slip-proofs and corre&ed the page-
proofs, and it is published, half the assessors and
appraisers in Britain and America will say: " Why
doesn't he give us another ' Old Wives' Tale' ? "
I have written between seventy and eighty books.
But also I have only written four: "The Old
Wives' Tale", "The Card", "dayhanger" and
" Riceyman Steps ". All the others are made a
reproach to me because they are neither "The
Old Wives' Tale", nor "The Card", nor " day-
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